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again in the South Seas with Jack London. A hot sun boils
down on opalescent waters. Sharks play around the stern and
prow of the vessel. Miles away glistening white sands of the
coastline are lapped by constantly moving outlines of the
surf. Palms, singly and in groves, break the horizon. Clusters
of low white-roofed buildings eventually come into sight as
the steamer drops anchor well off shore to escape the rock
ledge extending out to sea. Lighters under sail approach from
shore. Some are loaded to the gunwales with white bales of
henequen, the stuff rope is made of—hemp. Henequen is the
chief product of Yucatan. Hundreds of thousands of acres of
rocky land are planted with the large sisal plants, whose fibers
are stripped, dried, baled and shipped to the United States via
New Orleans and New York.
Progreso is the seaport of Yucatan. After seeing filth-
encrusted natives elsewhere in Mexico it is a revelation.
Brown-hued men wearing sandals and clad in immaculate
white duck jackets and trousers swarm the long docks, truck-
ing hemp bales to the small boats lying there. It is said that
the average Yucatecan takes two baths a day. If cleanliness
is next to godliness he has an excellent chance for heaven in
addition to his religious devoutness. He is hard-working and
law-abiding. His women and children are as clean and hard-
working and law-abiding.
Yucatan was the one peaceful and well-ordered spot in all
Mexico during the Huerta-Carranza era. Its inhabitants are
descendants of the ancient Mayas whose civilization was high
before white men visited western shores. During my enforced
stay in Yucatan, I visited the inland capital, Merida, a mar-
vel city about which books could be written. The most amaz-
ing spectacle is formed by hundreds of revolving wind-
mills, perched aloft on towers after the American farm
fashion, transforming Merida's skyline into something difficult

